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Nu mB. LXXXI. 


The Prompter. 





’Tis true, INVENTION 4s the nobler Part ; 


But IMITATION is no eafy Art. 


Rosc. 





Tu sigay, AUGUST 19. 1735. 
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HAD a Vifit the other Morn- 
ing, from a young Gentleman, 
B@ who has a mind to try his Ge- 
nius in the Poetic Way; but 
not caring at once to foar to 
fuch a Height as the Epic Flight ; 
tho’ he told me with a good deal 
of Modefty, he believed he 
he had attempted that mock 
kind of Heroic Poetry that preferves the Beauty 
of the Verfification, without being obliged to 
keep up to the Sublime in the Sentiment and 
Thought. He told me he had taken Mr. Pope’s Rape 
of the Lock for a Model; and as to his Subject, which 
he thought much more ufeful than Mr. Pope’s, he 
was obliged to me for it, fince he had taken it from 
a Hint in one of : Papers. I told him, I was highly 
leafed that any thing I had wrote fhould be the 
coor Means of ufhering into the World a Genius 
that feem’d to promife fo fair, and enquired what 
part of my Writings had furnifhed fo ufeful a Sub- 
ject. He faid, the Subject was not exprefly named 
in any of my Papers, but that my Reproofs be- 
ftowed on the Fair Sex for their prepofterous Ex- 
travagances, had made him turn his Attention to- 
wards them, and watch all their Motion$; that he 
had difcover'd, with fome Concern, that our Wo- 
men had, of late, been fo loft to the Sexes Feelings, 
that even they had no Senfe of their own Beauties, 
and had been for this Summer endeavouring to 
bring up a Fafhion that would inevitably deftroy, 
and render ufelefs, that very thing on which the 
Superiority of their Beauty to other Nations is 
founded. You know, Sir, (continued the young 
Gentleman) that the French, the Spanifb, and Italian 
Women, have finer Eyes and Teeth, for the Ge- 
nerality, than the Exgli/h; but when we come to 
compare the Shapes, Breafts, and Hair, of our 
Country-women with thofe of Foreign Growth, 
there is no Comparifon. Would you believe it, 
Sir ? our wrong-headed Female Bringers-up of Fa- 
fhions; have ftruggled hard to introduce the Sac 
and Tete de Mouton into Wear, which entirely hides 
the greateft Beauty of the Exglifh Women? Now, 
as this Foreign Shroud of Beauty would gain no Foot- 
ing here, if it was not for our travelled Ladies, I 
had my Eye upon one who ‘had been the principal 
Promoter of it, and had appeared at Drawing-room, 
Opera, Park, and Play-houfe, in contempt of Ex- 
glib Adornments — vom I intended to trace thro’ 
her Peregrinations, and bring Home a Foreigner. 





My Intention then was, to fhew, that tho’ an Ex- 
glifb Lady Abroad would be juftifiable in dreffing 
according to the Fafhion of the Country where fhe 
fhould then be, yet, when fhe returned, fhe would 
become fhockingly ridiculous, and ought no longer 
to be look’d upon as an Exgli/b Woman, unlefs fhe 
appeared as one. This, Sir, is my Plan, and, 


I 
faid before, much more ufeful than Mr. Pope. 


And, without giving me Time to anfwer, pulled 


out the firft Canto, which he read as foliows: 


EDWINA. A Mock Heroic Poem, 


CaNnro the Firft. 


N native Charms, and unbought Beauty dreft, 
Edwina liv’d, above her Fellows, bleft ; 
In Britain long admir’d — till Thirft of Pow’r 
Drove the fair Tyrant on the vo Shore. 
From Calais, poft, “in issestlog? Virg flies, 
Already Paris glitters in her Eyes. 
Three Days Three tedious Days, fhe liv'd confin'd, 
Her future Conquefts rolling in her Mind — 
The Fourth — The Mantua-maker, Foy of Dames, 
The Fair Sequeftred’s Liberty proclaims ; 
No Fault, Edwina, in her Work could fhew, 
For Charolois, and Conti, wore them fo. 
Minerva’s Votre/s, ere her En’my made, 
Arachne iz her Toil lefs Art difplay'd. 


But now a Spider's Limbs the Maid confine, 15 
Who human Art durft equal with divine. 


The Head-drefs next, the {mooth-tongue’d Coifteufe 


fhews, 
The artful Pleats defceud in even Rows. 
Her Head, Edwina bar’d, the Knot untyd, 
The graceful Curls fall down on either Side; 
Betty, the Iv’ry Comb, «well brufb’d, prepares, 
And gently parts the clofe connected Hairs. 
Vain human Skill! How little we foreknow ! 
Then mott expos’d, when leaft we fancy fo! 
At Ombre thus, Pope’s ever charming Maid, 25 
Sufpeing nought, in carele/s Triumph playd.. - 
In vain Shock bark’d, that never bark’d before ; 
And Poll flood mute, that mute will be no more; 
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The Foe, unfeen, behind her took his Stand, 

Frifon,- with Weapon glitt’ring in bis Hand. 30 

Swift from her Chair, Edwina ftarting fled, 

Ereé the beauteous Honours of her Head ; 

The frightned Mare thus bourtds along the Plain, 

High o'er her Neck, appears er flowing Mane. 

© What! cut this Hair! (Edwina cries) this Hair ! 35 

© The only Mark Ive left of Mama’s Care ; 

© Each Morn, and Night, my good old Mother came, 

© And comb’d my Hair, and preach’d up virtuous 
© Fame — 

© My Fame and Hair, together nourifh’d, grew, 

© So may they ev'ry Year their Strength renew!’ 40 

She faid, when Frifon, whofe prolific Brain 

Was duly fed with Rappee’s pungent Grain; 

Ever the laff Words had loft their pious Sound, 

Turn'd to the Left, and [neezing, bowd around. 


The Grief-ftruck Virgin heard ttpsiddaboderg Noife, 4.5 


© And from the Left it came, diftracted Cries. 
© The cackling Geele, thus in Philemon’s Yard, 
‘ Betimes fet goody Baucis on her Guard: * — 
© So,from the hollow Oak hoarfe Ravens cry, 
™ ‘ Or crow, Fate-auguring, or chattering Pye. 50 
peer © My Fame and Hair, both threaten’d in that Sound’ — 
Kee She [poke -— and fighing, funk upon the Ground. 
The Blue-ey'd Godde/s pityd the grievd Fair» 
And (Betty’s Voice affum’d, and Betty’s Air) 
hate | What means My Lady with thmileebodterz, Noife,5 5 
) © And Fiddle-faddle Stuff, ef Crows and Pyes ? 


¢ A Pinch of Snuff makes any body fncexe!— 

© 4 Fig for your prognofticating Geefe ’— 

So faid—A Pinch from Frifon’s Box fhe took, 
And the whole Dome with Demonttration fhook. 60 
Edwina’s Scruples from her Fancy fled, 

To Frifon fhe fubmits her well-fledg’d Head ; 

His eruel Art foon left the Virgin bare, 

Who now na longer mourn’d her Lofs of Hair. 

Nay Fame — but Fame not always Truth reports, 65 
Says, when fhe fojourn’d in Tranfalpine Courts, ' 
She fuch Regard to Foreign Fafbions paid, 

A. more prepofterous Sacrifice was made. 

But be for ever facred from the Sight, 

MyfP ries that never ought to come to Light— 70 
His Task perform’d, Frifon retir’d at laft, 

Bowing at ev'ry Door thro which he paft. 

So in a Summer's Eve, when all feems fair, 

The Sky unclouded, and ferene the Air, 

In open Fields the ruftic Lovers meet, 75 
And to the merry Bag-pipe fhift their Feet. 

Old Roger’s Charms the nimble Fair excite, 

Or Jumping Joan, perhaps, or Beaux’s Delight. 
Mean time a Southern Cloud oerchargd with Rain, 
Steals unfifpected on, and drowns the Plain; 80 
This Way, and that, the Virgins run, 
The Tempeft follows, which in vain they fhun ; 


‘Then firft the Courtier, in the Clown, appear’d, 
Each for his fav rite Fair politely fear'd. 
But foon the Cloud bears off it’s watry Stores, 85 


And in another Vale a Deluge pours. 
mcs its faded Light repairs, 
And the foakd Swains lead back their dropping 


Fairs. 


The Coifteufe her unfinifh’d Task pur{w'd, 
And the pleas d Charmer with Contentment viewd. 90 


WHEN he had finifhed reading, I told him, that 
tho’ in the little Sketch now before me, he had 
fhewn his Skill as a Poer, and that I had a high 
Idea of his Capacity, from the feveral Paflages, 
which I gave him exquifite Pleafure, in pointing 
out to him, agewhat had feverally {truck my Ad- 
miration 5 I thought the Subject too barren 
to be carried into three or five Camnto’s (as he told 
me he intended) and that unlefs he could contrive 
fome [nvention to anfwer the Machinery of Syipbs 
and Gzomes, which Mr. Pope has fo beautifully in- 
terwove in his little Poem, [ fear’d he would nor 
be able to animate, or [pirit it up, as much as 
would be requifite. As I found he agreed with 
me in my Notion, I ventured a little further, and 
told him, that as he intended his Poem fhould cor- 
rect the Abufe which gave Rife to it, he might fee 
from the Furor of Cards that poffefles the Breafts 
of the Sex ar prefent, Mr. Pope’s Rape of the Lock, 
which was calculated to reform the Paffion of 
Cards which was then fpringing up with Violence, 
by fhewing the Ladies, that while they were fo ar- 
tentive toahe Cards before them, they were expofed 
to unfeen Eremies behind, had had no manner of 
Succefs. And I added, from my own Obfervation, 
that I could not perceive that Ladics were incline 
ahle to reform any Error from dry Precepr. Bur, 
Dear Sir, faid he again, How fhall we prevent 
Sacs and Tete de Moutons from coming into Fa- 
fhion another Year 2 By Oppofition. Set up fome- 
thing againft it. As for Example—TI will venture 
to affirm, that the Revival of Flownces was the only 
thing that kept them out this Summer. Invent 
fomething again{ft the next, and Ill anfwer for their 
Exclufion. Jn the mean time, inculcate this No- 
tion ftrongly amongft all your Female Acquaint- 
ance, that ’tis the Shape of a Woman that arrracts 
Male Admiration beyond the moft beautiful 
Face, and [ll promife you Succefs. But, Dear 
Sir! Muft my Poem be loft to the World ? Oh, 
no, Sir, by no means; [ll print it in my very next 
Paper, with due Encomiums. 





H & was fo well pleafed at the Thoughts of fee- 
ing it in Print, that he confented to difcontinue it, 
on that Condition, and turn his Poetic Genius ano- 
ther Way. 
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